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meet her as she rejoined the cab. Was anybody coming
upstairs or going down? She listened from behind the
shelter of her lover's door. But fear lay in ambush on the
next landing, ready to pounce upon her, and seized her
so roughly that by the time she reached the hall she was
panting for breath.

To-day, she stood for a while drinking in the cooler air
rising from below in the darkened staircase. A door
banged. Instinctively, she drew her hat down on to her
forehead and lowered her veil while she made for the exit.
Like a diver preparing for the plunge, she tucked in her
chin and dashed towards the half-open entry. As she was
crossing the threshold, she collided with another female,
uttered a crestfallen, "Beg your pardon/' and tried to
slink by. But the female spread out two long arms and
barred Irene's passage. A harsh voice issued from the
creature, and mocking, despiteful words:

"So I've caught you at last, my fine lady. Just what I
expected! Not satisfied with your husband, your wealth,
and all the rest of it, but must come stealing a poor girl's
lover and ..."

"You are mistaken," muttered Irene, endeavouring to
get by. Whereupon the female thrust her bulky form into
the doorway, thus blocking it as a cork block's a bottle-
neck, and continued haranguing.

"No, no," she cried shrilly, "I'm not mistaken. I
know you. I know you have just this minute come from
Edward's rooms. He's my very own and particular
friend, see? Now I've caught you, now I know why lie
can spare so little time for me lately. It's you, you mean
baggage . . ."

"For heaven's sake," interrrupted Irene in a toneless
voice, "don't scream like that."

She stepped back into the hall, while the female stared
at her with scornful eyes. Irene's tell-tale fear, her utter
helplessness, seemed to do her aggressor good, for the